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about an hour, we resumed our journey toward a
large farm, called Baroga, having made 24 miles
to-day. My companions fared sumptuously, as we
had brought a turkey with us from our last resting
place, and with the addition of a roasting pig, it
made the grandest feast imaginable, and far ex-
ceeded any thing we had met with since we left
Rio de Janeiro ; however, it proved a fast to me,
as I was obliged to take medicine, and leave them
to their enjoyment.

Our host and hostess were plain honest good
farming people, and appeared desirous to do every
thing they could for Captain Lyon, but for all that,
they could not be roused out of their accustomed
methodical manner, and the preparation of our
meal was, to them, a business of serious delay and
labour.

And all entreaties were vain,

For they'd promise and promise again,

But still go on the same.

My friends, therefore, were compelled to take
policy for their counsellor, and patience for their
remedy. The most provoking part of the affair
was, that they were expected to consider themselves
obliged, by the condescension of their hosts, in
undertaking upon any terms to minister to their
necessities : consequently there was no possibility
of giving utterance to any hasty feelings of impa-
tience ; no opening for those little outbreaks of
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